

Themofi hmenidble Tragedy 
E»ter(ZiLp^kt,C^nty9ifihafid the Cteyme, 
Cap. And Mount agtte is bound >s well as J, 

In penalty alike, and tis not hard , I thinke, 

For men (b old 3s We to keep the peace. 

Par,. Of honourable reckoning are you both, 

And pitie ’tis you liy’d at ods fo long. 

But now my Lord what fay you to my fuite ? 

Cap. But faying o’re what 1 have faid before: 

. My childe is yet allranger in the world, 

Shee hath not feene -the change offourteene yeeres : 
Let two more Sumnjers wither in their pride 
Ere we may thinke her ripe to be a Bride. 

Paris. Younger than (he are happy mothers made. 
^ap. And too foone mar’d are thole lb early made : 
The earth hath fyvallovv’d all my hopes but Ihe, 

She is the hcpelull Lady of my earth : 

But wooe her gentle T^arisy get her heart. 

My will to her confent isbut a part; 

And Ihe agree, within her Icope of choice 
Lyes my confent, and faire according voice. 

Thi s night I hold an old accuftoihed feall, 

W hereto I have invited many a gueft. 

Such as 1 love, and you among the llore. 

One more (moll welcome) makes my number more ; 
At my poore boufe looke to behold this night, 

Earth treading llarres jhat make darke heaven light r 
Spch comfort as doe Jufly young men feele, 

\Vhen well appareld ^pril on the heele 
Of limping winter treads ; even ^fiich delight 
Among frelh Fennell buds fhall you this oighc 
Inherit at my houfe, heare all, all fee, 

And like her moftwhofe merit moftIhaUbc ; 

W hich on more view of many, mine being one. 

May Hand in number, thoughin reckning none. 

Come, goe with me? goe firrah, trudge about. 
Through faire V , finde thole perlbns out, 

"W hefe names pre written thecejana to them fay. 
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a/Romeo Wjulief; 

My houfe and welcome on their pleafure flay. ^ ^ 

Ser. Find them out whole names are written. Here it is writ- 
ten, that the Ihoo-maker Ihould meddle with his yard , and the 
rayi*ervvithhisLall,thefilher with his penfill, and the painter 

with his nets. But I am fent to finde thole perlbns whofe names 
are here writ, and can never find what names the writing perlbn 
hath here writ (I mull to the learned) in good time. 

Enter Benvolio and Romeo. 

Ben. Tut man, one fire burnes oat anotbers burning. 

One paine is lelned by anothers anguilh: 

Turne giddy, and be hoipe by backward turning, 

Onedelperate griefe cures with anothers languilli : 

Take thou Ibme new infedion to the eye. 

And the ranke poyfon of the old will dye. 

Rom. YourPlantan leafe is excellent for that. 

Ben. For what I pray thee ? 

Rgm. For your broken (bin. 

Ben. Why Romeo art thou mad ? 

R^m. Not mad , but bound more than a mad man is. 

Shut up in prilbn, kept without my food, 

W hipt and tormented, and Godgengood fellow. 

Ser. Godgigoden, I pray fir can you reade ? 

1, mine owne fortune in my milery. 

Ser. Perhaps you have learned it without booke. 

But I pray can you read any thing you fee ? 

I, if I know the letters and the language. 

Jcr. Ye fey honeftly, reft ye merry. 

Stay fellow, I can read. 

He reads the Letter, 

^igneurUimnOyandhis voife & daughters'yComtyAnklmt 

Uandhu beauteous fifiers ; the Lady roiddow ofUttXtviOySeia^ 
^ftir VkcentiO^and his lovely Neecesi Merentio and his brothel 
valentine;;»;«<r unde Capulet,^^ wife and daughtersi my fairi 
^itee Roralme,Livia; Valentio,4/^d his coufm Tibalt ,* 

LUC103 And the lively Helena . 

A faire alfembly, whither ftiould they come .> 





